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grace lookes cheerefully andfmooth todays 
Theres fotne conceit or other likes him welly 
When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit, 

. Jthinkethereisncucraman inChriftendomc, 

\ That can lelfcr hide his loue or hate then he.* 

\ For by his face ftraight fliall you know his heart. 
i?4r*What of his heart perceiucyou in his face. 

By any likelihood he fhewed to day ? 

ii*/?.Marry,that with no man here he is offended. 

For if he wercjie would haue fliewne.it in his face. 

P<»*J pray God he bcnot,I fay. 

€nter^lofier<, 

pray yon all .w hat do they deferue 
That do confpire mydeath with diuellifli plots 
Of damned witchcraft; and that haue preuaild 
Vpon my body With thtirhclli&charmesf ^ ' 

The tender louelbeare your gracemyXord, 
Makes me raoff forwardin thisnobleprefence, 

T o doonic the offenders w hatfoeuer they be : 

I fay my Lord they haue defcrued death. 

^Ve.Tlien beyour eyes the witnc lie of this ill, 

^ee how lam bewitchtybebold mine arme " " . 

Is like a blaftcd fapliqg withered vp. 

This is that.E<^»><«r<ifwife,thatmonftrous witch* 
Conferred with that harlot ftrumpetd’^ore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. Ifthcy hauedonethisthingmy graciour Lord«. 
( 7 /».Ifthou FmfSor of this damned ftrunipet* 

Te! ft thou me of iffs ? thou art a traitor. 
Offwithhishead. Now by Saint Paul,. 

^ I will not dine to day I fweare, 

^ Vntilllfeethcfame,fomefecitdonc.* 

The reft that loue me* come and follow me. Exeunt, mnet 
Haft.WO)V/Of for En£la»dj:iot a whit for me; Caiffith 
For I too fond might haue preuented this’; 

djd dreame the boare did race his hclmc, 

Butl difdaind it, and did (come to flie. 

Three times to day my footecloth horfe did ftumble,. 
whan helnoktvnontheToweri 


Asloth to beareme to the flaughter-houfe. ‘ 

Ob, now I want the Prieft that Ipake to me* ' 

I now repent I told the Purfiuant, 

As twerettiumphing at mine enemies. 

How thty AtTotfftret bloodily were butcherd. 

And 1 nay felfc fecure in grace and fauour .* 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauiecarle 
Islightened on poote wretched head. 

^.tr.Difpatch my Lord,the Duke would be at dinner ? 
Make a fliort flirift, he longs to fee your head. 

Hrfjf.O momentary ftatc of worldly men, 

\ Whichwemorchuntfor.thenforthcgractofheaucnt 
Who builds his hopes in aire ofyour faire looker, 

Lilies like a drunken Sayler on a maffi 
Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into fatal! bowels of the deepe. 

Come leade me to the blockc.beare him my head. 

They fmilc at me, that fliortly fliall be dead. Exeuf»% 

Enter^uke of Gleflerand Bucl^nghamiHarmeurii 
g(?/9.Co{necoulen,canft thou quake& ehangethy colours 
Murthcr thy breath in middle ofa word. 

And then begin againc and flop againe* ' 

As ifthou wert delfraught and mad with terror, 
^w.TutTeare net me. 

Icancountcrfeitthedcepc Tragedian, 

Speake,and lookebacke,and prie on euery (Ide 3 
Intending deepe furpitionjgaftly lookes 
Are at myferuicclikeinforced fmiles. 

And both are rcadie in their offices 
To gracemyftratagems. EutesMuiert. 

G/o, Here comes the Maiof. 

^w.Let me alone to entcrtainc him; LordMaior 
G/o.Looke to the drawbridge there. 
i?««'.The reafoo we haue fent for yoUr 
ouerlookc the walks. 

^w.Hatkc, I hearca drumtne. 

C/j.Lookc backe,defcnd thee.here are enemies. 

God and ourjnnocenicie defend vs» 

0* be quietdt is 
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